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MARY PICKFORD TELLS OWN STORY OF RISE TO FORTUNE
Noted America
Gives Record c

The Days of H
Story Starts With Dea

Family Poor, and Lit
Help Mother Suppo

MARY'S OVJ
(Copyright,

W£ W LKt poor, ot course, 01

it appear. Mother did do !

in'roomers.but she never

what this writer said.
But it isn't true. We never had
I'll admit I can't see much

boarders, but when that article appe
angry and upset And, I suppose
come to think about it

In any event, the truth is that '

in boarders.
One of our roomers knew the m

He had taken a fancy to me, and
pieces for him. One day he went t

sure his friend, the manager, woul<
my mother didn't object.

Thank heaven for my mother's
moment! Not that I haven't than
that same common sense with whict
especially thankful that it showed
mothers, even in these much more

provincial than Toronto, would obje
5-year-old daughter's going on the *

The State Aa I Fauad It. &

I wis in the world of the theater

say a word right here and now.1
And I speak from experience.

There are many worse places
than the stage and many worse

environments than actor folk create.
I wa« in the world of the theatre

for 10 solid years. In that time 1
played many parts in many companiesunder the worst possible
kind of conditions. But in all that
time I never heard a word spoken.
never saw an act committed, never
was conscious of an unspoken
thought.that would have been out
of place in the best home on earth.
To the stage I owe much of my

inherent faith in human nature.
To the men and women who were

bo unfailingly kind and considerate
.even to those men who were

chronically profane (but who fore-
bore to swear in my hearing) and
to those women who. to make
easier the pain of realization of
quasi-failure, had turned to smokingand drinking (but who never

smoked nor drank in my presence)
.to these gentle actor folk I am
and ever shall be grateful.
For they all. without prearrangement,without perhaps conscious intention,conspired together in a

common purpose to make my girlhoodas clean and good and optimisticas a girl's can be. Wherever
uiey are ill uuj tuuiucuh.

them ail!
A VWt tm the Muager.

Mother took me to the manager
herself. He was kind to me, and
promised to give ma a chance the
very first time he put on a play
that called for a child actress. Of
course I was exquisitely thrlHed at
the idea of going on the stage.
With other children of my own

age I had "acted".in neighbors'
garrets with bent pins the admissionfee.
Of course! What child hasn't!
But I had loved it more than

much. Although, so far as we have
ever been able to discover, there
never was an actor before in any
branch of our family.it seemed as

If 1 must have inherited from some

unsuspected source a real passion
for the theater. Now that a really,
truly manager had promised I
should play in a really, truly play.
I was on air!
That first performance stands out

indelibly in my mind even now. It

ft

Here is a photograph of Ma
Matteo Sadona, famout Italian port
finished it will be hung in the Na
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jt not so poor as one writer made
ewing for money and she did take
ran a boarding house! And that's

boarders.
difference between roomers and
ared I know it made mother very
there is a difference, when you

we did not ever, at any time, take

anager of the local stock company,
had encouraged me to recite my
0 my mother and told her he was

1 give me a job in the theatre, if

good common sense at just that
ked heaven many times since for 1

1 she is abundantly gifted.but I'm 1

itself right then. I suppose most '

enlightened days and in cities less
ct strenuously to the idea of their i

stage. I

1
was the most wonderful thing I .

eVer went through. I am aure i

nothing again w-.l ever equal the I

Joy that was mine that night. 1 1

wasni a dii ai raia. x iuvcu it,.

It was fairyland taken bodily out 1

of fairy books and made real to me

.for me to enter and leave, to live
to tire in a while, and then return
to the mundane sphere.only to

dream of the gorgeous mysteries
that lived behind the footlights!

91ft a Week.
Not a whit less wonderful was

that first salary envelope, with its
crisp, new $5 bills.three of them! ',
$15.
Almost as much as mother re- h

ceived from her roomers! More than
she earned with her needle in the'
same length of time! Why it was'
nothing less than marvelous! i;

I can remember now that the won-
der of it all struck me chiefly becausethe money was real . real
money to come from a land of per-
petual make-believe.
Had the salaries these players

received been as unreal as the roles
they played, as the gloriously happy,
artificial lives they led.behind the
footlights.I should have still felt
that they were to be envied above
all people. To share in their joyous
hours, and to be paid for it in actualcoin of the realm.well, it was

quite tdo wonderful!
At first my chances came Infrequently.For weeks at a time the

stock company's bill would Include
no child's part. At such times I
would be nearly disconsolate. But
then would come the "call".that
beautiful, professional word that
above every other means most to
your actor.infinitely more than a
mere summons to work, a notificationthat salary-drawing is to beginagain.
For ten years.until I was 15.I

worked in the theater. I gave to
my work all the enthusiasm, all the
zeal which a child in love with what
it is doing will give.

Is it too much to say that in thin
neriod I learned my business, and
learned It thoroughly? I wonder!

In any event I smile often when 1
think of the many wise gentlemen.
with large tortoise shell spectacles
who sigh deeply and give vent to
profound regrets that motion picturesshould have recruited their
most successful stars from among
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ry having her portrait painted by
rait painter. When the painting it
tional Galleries here.
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Mary's story begins with the daj
"Muvivr," Mary \iad asked, "w
It was a problem the widow h.

few problems worjhy the name ha
Charlotte Smith.daughter of a well
by name, and object of a dozen suite

IThat , indeed, were they to do
Mary Gladys Smith.even titer

for her mother. Not only tvas Mary
greater importance, she was intense
creatively imaginative way.

Whatever happened, hnwever
Marx Gladys nonltLbe a cheerful.
was so. For the other two children
walk.meant only constant care an

for a long time to come.
The father had been an ambitio

ship'plying between Toronto and J
ability and overflowing with good
seriously the accident which finally

Homeward bound across Lake
some of his brother officers, high jut
his head struck against an unnotie
blow knocked him out for a few mt*

On his arrival at home he still
it laughingly as of no consequence,
day the pain grew worse. Relucia
family physician. The medical «

insistence that he rejoin his ship
Buffalo-bound z'oyagc.

In the end the frantic wife, st

truth, gathered eminent brain spec
But it was too late for human scien
J Uf uil c ^ Uffi 1'IUI turn

Ifi/A //if death of her father, 3

he ranks of amateurs with ru

knowledge of the world of th

ipoken drama!
Unquestionably not a few mei

ind women without experience ii

:he spoken drama have reached im

jortant places in the silent drama

\s the new art prows In richnes
ind more and more proves its righ
to exist as a distinct and separat
thing.undoubtedly there will b

many new luminaries whose expe
ience will be confined exolusivel;
to portrayals of roles before th
camera.
But for the life of me I canno

see why this should be held again*
the art. And now at least it is no
true that motion pictures inciua

only actors to whom the spoke
drama is a sealed book.

I'ptilted Scorn «f Movie*.
I realist the prejudice that exist

again3t motion pictures.compare
with the spoken drama. One woul
have to be deaf and blind not t
realize it.
For ten years I, myself, looke

upon the "movies" with all the up
lilted-nose scorn which only lgnor
a nee can excuse.
In those days, of course, motio

picture theaters were of the chear
peep-show type. The pictures them
selves were absurd crudities. Bu
the fact remains that in those ver
same days I was learning:.a
Gladys Mary Smith.all the rudi
ments of acting: which subsequentl
were to enable me to win my prea
ent position in the fllm world.a
Mary Pickford.

The Real Me.
But It isn't I, the real I. the pub

lie cares about. It isn't to see ra

they pay their money at the bo
office. I know it isn't.
Would you like to know wl*a

really happens any flight in an
home in any town wherfc a pictur
of mine is being: shown?

Well, after supper mother tell
father that she is taking the chil
dren to a picture show and asks
he would like to come along.
"What's the picture?" ask

father.
"A Mary Pickford picture,

mother savs. "Mrs. Morrison sa^
it last nignt and says it's good."
"Not for me." says father. "Mar

Pickford bores me to death.just
bunch of curls and no brains!
don't like that kind of stuff. I lik
a man;st story with something i
it."
"Hnw ran vnii n»v snrh awf>

thins:*, daddy'" protect* 10-yeai
old Ruth, daughter of the hous<
'I think Mary Pickford's 'dorable.
"Sometimes she's good," volur
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$ of her mother's widowhood.
hat art wt going to 4° without daddief"
jd not yet given thought to. Until now'
id come within the experience of Mrs.
-to-do Irish family in Toronto, Hrnnessy
irs' affections in her recent school days,
without their daddy f
i, aged S.would be a tower of strength
Gladys wise beyond her years. Of vastly
ly practical and helfful and fertile in a

black the future, the mother knew that
helping co-worker. It was well that this
.Lottie only and Jack just learning to
d trouble, and would mean nothing else

usvpiing Englishman purser on a steamluffflo.An amateur athlete of no mean
health and Spirits, he refused to treat

resulted in his death until it was too late.
Ontario he had been fooling about with
nping on deck. As he cleared tht^obstacle
ed overhanging spar. The force of the
tules.
had a dull pain in his head, but dismissed
And so sez'eral days passed.and each

ntly he agreed to an examination by the
ian promptly and graz'cly over-rode his
and resume his duties as purser on the

tddenly shocked into a realization of the
ialists at the bedside of the dying man.

ce to avail anything. It was too late even

lory takes up her own story.

j | teers Johnny. his father's son.

e "Gee, I hope they grot a good fight
in this picture.or something!'

, "Take the children, mother, and
enjoy yourselves," pays father,a burying himself In the evening

- paper.
u Doe* K*t Deceive Herself.
8 And there It is. The next day,
t and for weeks to come.until aneother of my pictures is shown in
e that town.I hold no place at all in

the concerns of this family. Why
should I? After all, !t is very wonyderful, of course, to have proof i

e come to you every day that-your
work is appreciated and that chartacterixations you have tried hard to

t make effective have Keen favorably
t accepted.hut I should be very
e stupid and frightfully conceited IX
n

;
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il 11 took any c>r "'it seriously.any
'- more seriously than It deserves.
e. It is all very well, I suppose, but

It would be the rankest nonsense
i- to take the phrase "World's Sweet-
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Mary Pickford puzzling over the answer to a difficult lette
has so many letters.thousands and thousands of them.that thi
her busy dictating to her secretary in many spare minutes.
. __ _

heart" iitereily. At most it can so generous to me. There
mean nothing more *han that the |ng j am not readv to tel
role3 I play are natutally and nec- . ,

essarily the kind- that evoke the m>' work.and it is a tale

largest possible measure of sym- poor in detail, inasmuch as

pathy and affection from the audi- was 5 almost all l>e kno

en^e". ..... ... .
» been work That Mary I

But it Isn t me, the real me, they
sympathize with or love. It s the be'ones to the pubWc-^and
girl of the author's imagination, tho her I am glad to tell all the
unreal character I try my best to be told.
make seem real. T , _

I've never clayed a nart that ev«n m.*
faintly resembled myself. It would connected wun u.

be stupid of me to think of doing 1 hope to be believed whe
such a thing. It would make sucn I don't place too much imf
a completely uninteresting charac- °n the fact.although there
terization. That is the reason I timony in abundance to pro
hold flrmly to the opinion that no- a fact.that I made good i
body In the world.outside my early roles, pleasing critics
family and personal friends.can diences and management al
have the slightest interest in my The standards of acting d
real Individuality. I hold this to ed of a stock company in
be true in the case of every actor, are not so high as to ma!

Osr Private Affairs. cess there cause for concei

To be one's self on the screen or But making good did 1
on the stage is not to act at all! >east two valuable conse(

Wherefore an actor who really It helped the family purswantsto amount to anything in his and more, and it gav? me t

profession tries always to be as confidence so necessary fc
different as possible.in every role actor.if he is to suraiou

he plays."from his real self. hard periods of idleness
Doing this, and in the doing es- frequent in this most uncel

tablishing one's actor-self in the all the professions,
affections of one's audience, makes 'Whether because the
It most inadvisable to destroy all manager decided I had acq
the illusions so created by delib- follmving and that it w;

erately showing one's self to be business to have me in the
quite a different person in real life. often ag possible, or whe
But altogether aside from the was Just chance, the fact

tiicio if tnat presently m?rr wrrr n

the roatter^f right to be consid- jn which there was not a i
ered. me.
How much right has the public B h . of th<> flr,t

to know about the personal side .l y
se,dom |d|e jjut fll

the men and women who furnish . i _/»« * D_

their amusement? I realize pe,-
CT«

tectly that we are all servants ot *'BO. J * difficulty'
the public.but isn't our obliga- for .] hl,dk ,1.
tion to our public paid when we ®uadlnK th ni

th
give to our work the best that ,

" and bro,1"" npr.°r^t '*

us? ing was an inborn trait m

I can understand that public
policy demands that th« innermost By this time I had passed
secrets of a statesman's life i>e that first stage of childish
made public property, since the ousness regarding the weel
well being: of a people# is in thr envelope. I had discover*
balance. But for ^ who at mosi acting was a profession a

are "unimportant purveyors of en- the actor was an artist wc

tertainraent for a passing hour or **' hire.
so.should this baring of ou/ inner . .

selves be necessary? I thfnk not
Public policy does not demand it. *"e ncx* installment
And fro.n the actor's standpoint. Mary's story will be fc
igood taste rebels at the thought. w-r.M
On th. other hand, every tiny d«- m tomorrow. Herald.

longs to th* public wbicb has been [I

..J U" ...^1 w 9 .'.jjujpJI,. * 1 J*
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Herald Starts
Story of Me
From Sta

Exclusive Autobiograj
Famous Character

ey
Washington's Bri

The WnahlnKton Hrrald atartn

Plrkford'N rsrwr an told hy krmr||
Is notn- hlo*raphy will h* lound la The H

1 about The story wan ©btalaed from the f

not too rrlfhratfi Journalist, and will be

since 1 Inftton.
wn has! By HATDEN TAI.BOT.

Mckfo.-i "Mihi Pickf^rd is a real girl."
about The f5Peaker- one of the d°Part

mental heads of the vast busines
re is to organization whose sole reason fo

being: is the worl -wlde appeal o

irything ** slip of a pirl to tens of million
of cinema patrons, was concludinj
hi* annraisal of his employer.Mar:

>orUn« ^ckford

is tes- Unwittingly, perhaps, he epito
ve it is rniied the most striking character
n those *«tlc of the little screen idol. Fo

and au- above everything else that is jus
ike. what Mary Pickford is.a real girl
lemand-
Toronto To those whose acquaintance in

ke sue- eludes actor folk will appreciat
t. 'toe significance of this stafemen

lave at recalling the trait commo/i t

juences. almost all mummers, a slemingl
e more ineradicable tendency to act at al

he self- times, to live unreal roles in rca

>r your life. In such as these the mark o

int the the actor is as plain to sec as th
all too cderiferous aura enveloping th

rtain of fishmonger however far movn

from His market stall.
shrewd ^ot Mary Pickford.

uired a Yet. perversely enough, the llttl
is gooa *irl *vith the deep hlue eyes an.

cast as wistful, serious manner is strongl;
ther it opposed to letting her world n

«Ar«.hinn*Pti Wnr>n- her as *he is. A
remain* wv». i'*

pwbills "Te*« of ,he Storm Country. a

part for "PoHyanna.** as the pathetic hero
% ine of "Daddy Long l>egs".as

screen artist and nothing els
y**r 1 would Mary Tickford b£ known

r*ally a Often as she narrated her stor
d Jack, to me. a faint smile overspread he
happy. featureg 1. the twinkle In ho

in per- eye| wAI ju8t the suggestion of th
y 8 mischievous heart of her. At the*

*. a°l moments. I glimpaed the Celt ii
ith my h^r.the CeU !hal kept ayve laugh

ter In the heart of this 27-year-ol.
beyond jrirl.in spite of 22 yeafs of th
ingenu- hardest kind of work
uly pay fc0 printer's ink in all the worl
*d thai can (j0 justice to this wonder wo
nd thai man. To use it is as incongruou
rthy ot a8 would be the use of-blacksmith

tools on a Sw'ss watch. The fines
vellum, an old-world quill pen,these th© adequate equipment.an

f then the grace of a Byron, th
Ulld poetry of a Burns, the sentiment o

a Barrie. the fitting mental quail
fications for htm who would lim;
the likeness of th* girl to whom

A
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Inspiring
iry Pickford
Lge Girl to Star
~L._ _r r:i i »_ iv/i i
h»uy ui i uuiuum 5 musi

to Appear Daily in
ightest Newspaper.
today thr rt-mnrknklr M*rjr of Mary
lamallmrnl* of IhU Inspiring ant*rraldearh <ln« until 'liHr roarlaaloB.

anion*. orrrrM atar lay Ma»dea l a I Wot.
ri<-lu»hr %%itla The Herald la U aakn-

.

i
world owe* (and pays) irreat trih-ute.

Thr Ural HaaiM.
f' She ,oM nie many thine* and Iappreciated md understood horviewpoint He " « wrystlipid man indeed wlm failed to appreciateand mulTPtaiul anything«he said. And yot.

How is one to toll the story ofMary Pickford.however scrupulouslyone may try t'i remember alwaysthat the tale must be confinedto her reel, not real personality.andbanish from one's mindthe thousand and one warm. h»»Man. faacinat intr. magnificentlysimple qualities that pi t<5 makeher the best thin«c given us to
know.a woman"
How can I ever bfcin my taste,restricted a« she would have me restrictit to a consideration of her

professional career.and hope 1h*ra* will bo in tin telling «»f the tale*
any part of the truth I know aboutl1 liei ? "And such truths! They are
too inspiring and clean to be denied
expression!

B After Her Divorce.
» raw n«-r nnr aav short! v after
f her return to Los Angflon from tnt
* 'little town in Kevaua where she
s had won her freedom from her first
- husband.
a Tho local newspaper* were full of
e the divorce, reflecting the whole

world'* morbid interest. Reporter®
jr hv the score. in person and over
r the telephone, were clamoring f^r
r a statement. When she received
c me in the secluaion of her little
e J bungalow I found her in the raga
n and dowdy mak^-up of the heroine
- of "Hop o" Me Thumix," later to be
d renamed "Suds."
e (The world s exhibitors were lm- *

patiently awaiting completion of
<1 this release." The play must go
- on. The mummer can indulge .«i
s no such luxury as a respite so Ion*
a -as the camera is in working ord?r!)
t For all the world she seemed like

t-ome poor performing little «iog.
n very tired and very hurt frem
*r rnavfy undeserved beatings And no
f I was for sparing her that day.
- We could go on with the intarvia#
n later. ftiut she would not
a it so.

V


